The minister's pay was a pittance, of course, in keeping with the parsi-
mony and poverty of the ideals of life—intolerance and infallibility—it
paid for.
The Unitarianism of the Lloyd-Joneses, a far richer thing, was an
attempt to amplify in the confusion of the creeds of their day, the idea of
life as a gift from the Divine Source, one god omnipotent, all things at
one with him.
Unity was their watchword, the sign and symbol that thrilled them, the
unity of all things! This mother sought it continually. Good and evil existed
for her people still, however, and for her. The old names still confused
their faith and defeated them when they came to apply it. But the salt
and savour of faith they had, the essential thing, and there was a warmth
in them for truth, cut where truth might! And cut, it did—this 'truth
against the world'. Enough trouble in that for any one family—the beauty
of truth! The family did not so well know the truth of beauty. These
valley-folk feared beauty, seeing in it a probable snare for unwary feet,
and making the straight way their own feet might mark in the snow less
admirable in their own sight and as an example for irresponsible youth.
Now came back to the ancestral Valley from the East, by way of Sister
Anna and her 'preacher', the 'Unitarianism' worked out in the trans-
cendentalism of the sentimental group at Concord: Whittier, Lowell,
Longfellow, yes, and Emerson, too. Thoreau? Well, Thoreau seemed to
them too smart. He made them uncomfortable.
This poetic transcendentalism was to unite with their own richer,
sterner sentimentality, with results that will be seen.
The luxury of the Lloyd-Joneses was not laughter, but tears.
Until you had water in the eyes of them you really hadn't got them.
Quick in emotional response to human need, sorrow or suffering, good
deeds thrilled them always.
The little preacher-family in Weymouth was desperately poor in this
scrabby, stony vineyard of the Lord. And but for the children of the
mother and the music of the father, body and soul by this time would
have been far apart. Maginel, a frail little thing, was born in this lean
period. She was, for months, handled carefully on a pillow. Her mother,
alone, saving her by giving her own vital energy, manipulating and exer-
cising her for hours.
She came to be added to the responsibilities of the preacher.
Salvage for the Mother? Private schooling for her boy, the Gifts, the
household, and the transcendentalism of Concord that was reaching back
to the Valley in letters she wrote and books she sent, the books of Chan-
ning, Emerson, Theodore Parker, and, yes, Thoreau.
Salvage for the Father? A strange Italian, looking like Paganini came to
play, Remenyij, grotesque nose and eyes came, too. Later in the West, to
the house at Madison, came the handsome Ole Bull. And, always, there
was the church organ in the quiet, deserted church.
So the preacher-father and teacher-mother came back West, forty miles
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